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5 RAMSHACKLE 



THE ANSWERS TO THIS MONTHS PUZZLES 
WILL Af PEAR ON NEXT MONTHS MARVEL 
FAMILY PUZZLE PAGE/ 
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THIRTEENTH ON THE LIST 




^By Clement Good 



HARVEY KEMP was alone in the edi- 
torial rooms of the Daily Sentinel. He 
had his feet up on the city desk as he leaned 
back in the swivel chair, idly scanning the 
third edition. A green-shaded lamp cast a light 
over him. The light faded into a shadowy mist 
over the rest of the editorial room, over the 
reporters' desks, across the bull pens that 
marked the society department and the sports 
department. , 

Away off to the left a single red bulb glowed 
over the exit sign. On the right was the 
abandoned copy desk. Beyond were the silent 
teletype machines. 

Three floors below, the presses rumbled, 
grinding out the last edition of the Sunday 
paper. The last edition unless there should 
happen to be an extra. 

Harvey yawned. He looked at the big wall 
clock, correct Naval Observatory Time, 1:55 
A. M. In five minutes Moriano would check 
in from police headquarters. Then Harvey 
could close up and head for home and the 
sack. Despite the late hours, Harvey enjoyed 
the weekend dogwatch. He was in charge and 
it gave him a sense of power. After midnight, 
he. a lowly assistant city editor, was trans- 
formed into city editor, chief copy reader, 
managing editor, publisher, everything all 
rolled into one. 

"I'm a reverse Cinderella," he told himself. 
"I amount to something after midnight!" 

The phone rang. Moriano's voice and his 
standard gag. "All quiet on the vest in front." 

"Just as well." said Harvey, stifling another 
yawn. "I don't feel like . . ." 

"Hold it!" cut in Moriano. Harvey could 
hear a gong sound in the background. "Call 
you right back!" snapped the police reporter. 
The receiver clicked. 

Instantly all sleepiness left Harvey Kemp. 
His mind was alert, ready. He grabbed the 
direct phone to the composing room and 
barked, "Joe, hold everything. Possible re- 
plate." 

Then he waited. Something was popping at 



headquarters. Maybe something big. Maybe 
a false alarm. Harvey was serious. Not with 
the nervousness of a scared man, but tense, 
eager for action. Still there was nothing he 
could do but wait, wait for Moriano to call 
him back. Seconds seemed like hours. 

He got a stick of chewing gum out of his 
pocket, tore off the wrapper and jabbed the 
gum in his mouth. He chewed fast, as if that 
would hurry Moriano's call. Automatically he 
fingered the wrapper into a little wad and snap- 
ped it toward the waste basket behind his desk. 
It was truly a giant waste backet of a type 
seldom seen anywhere except in a newspaper 
office. It was five feet high and had a square 
opening at the mouth. Wire mesh sides made 
it comparatively light. 

But shooting at such a big target with his 
wadded gum wrapper, Harvey missed. 

,L never make the varsity that way!" he 
;aid to himself as he got up to retrieve 
the wrapper from the floor. With exaggerated 
care he held it over the top,o£ the big basket 
and dropped it in. He shook his fist playfully 
at the basket, remembering that the Chief had 
once made him squat in it for fifteen minutes, 
in full view of everybody. That was when 
Harvey had been a cub. He had made a horri- 
ble mistake— he had given Mayor_ Francis X. 
McMooter the wrong middle initial! 

The Chief still used the basket now and then 
to impress cubs with- the importance of accu- 
racy. The Sentinel was famous for getting 
facts straight. 

The phone rang. 'Harvey leaped for it. Mori- 
ano yelled, "Fireworks, Harv! The Mad Mur- 
derer has busted loose!" 

Harvey's black pencil moved swiftly across 
the copy paper as Moriano poured out the 
details. He used his own brand of longhand- 
shorthand. /. /. /ones . . . killer of 12 . . . in- 
sane rampage . . . in city lockup . . . waiting 
exam by alienists . . . asked glass water . . . 
threw in guard's lace . . . walked out . . . police 
dragnet . . . 

Harvey had hung up the phone and was slip- 



ping paper into his typewriter before he no- 
ticed the little man standing beside him. His 
heart jumped. No mistaking that face. It had 
been in the paper again and again, It was 
J. J. Jones, the Mad Murderer! 

Harvey fought not to show recognition. 
"How do you do, sir?" he said politely. "What 
can I do for you?" The editor was stalling. 
Jones looked small and innocent enough, but 
Harvey knew he was as strong as an ox. It 
bad taken six policemen and a quantity of 
tear gas to subdue" him after his kflling 
rampage. 

"I came up the stairs," said Jones. "I didn't 
want the elevator man to see me. Wasn't that 
clever?" His pale blue eyes reflected insanity. 

^^^tt^ERY clever," agreed Harvey, wonder- 
• ing if he should try to grapple with 
the killer, wondering if Jones was armed, 
wondering if he should knock the phone off 
the hook and hope somebody would come to 
investigate. 

"I didn't want anyone to see me because 
the police are after me," said Jones in a confi- 
dential tone. 

"That's too bad. sir." said Harvey, keeping 
rom stuttering only with great effort. "Can 
I do anything to help you?" 

"Yes. you can!" said the madman. His hand 
hot out like a snake's tongue. Before Harvey 
. ould blink, Jones was holding a foot-long 
pair of newspager shears. He pushed the point 
gently against the left side of the editors 
.nest. "You can help me," he repeated, casu- 
ally. "You can die!" 

Harvey froze as the murderer continued. 
Your paper said a bad thing about me. You 
:alled me the Mad Murderer. You said I killed 
welve people. That's not nice." 

He paused and Harvey sweated. 

"Now I'm going to kill you. That will teach 

:a!l me the Mad Murderer again." 
Harvey shrank back against his chair as the 
icars pressed a little harder. 
"You will be number thirteen! That's un- 
:tky, isn't it? That's a joke, isn't it?" He 
.rake into an insane cackle. Harvey did not 
,;in in the laughter. 

A phone bell sounded. Harvey recognized 
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it-^it was the direct line to the composing 

"Don't answer that!" ordered Jones. 

"7 won't answer it," said Harvey, husking 
out the words, trying not to breathe too hard 
with that blade against his chest. "But you'd 
better answer it, Because if you don't, the 
operator will kriow something's wrong and 
she'll send the police here to investigate. You 
wouldn't want that!" 

Jones frowned. "You're right! You're ri^ht! 
You're absolutely right! But what'll I say?" 

"Just say, 'Wrong number,'" suggested the 
editor. 

The madman picked up the phone. "Wrong 
number," he parroted. For a split ' second his 
eyes were off Harvey, and in that time the 
young editor acted. He swooped up the big 
waste'basket and slammed it, upside down, 
over the killer. Then he climbed on top and 
let his weight hold the basket down. 

Surprised and baffled by the move, the 
murderer beat and clawed at the wire mesh 
sides of the basket. Harvey struggled to keep 
the basket jammed against the desk so it 
wouldn't topple. 

"If he ever- thinks about lifting it straight 
up I'm done for !" thought Harvey. 

As if the idea had been telegraphed from 
his brain to Jones, the basket slowly began 
to rise. 

HARVEY was thrown sprawling to the 
floor and he saw the deadly shears flash. 
But he also saw a huge fist drive hard against 
the murderer's jaw. At the same time he heard 
Big Joe growling. "What's going on here?" 
Big Joe, night foreman of the composing 
room, was six-foot-two, two-hundred pounds, 
and a man who could really sook! 

"What a punch!" exclaimed Harvey, look- 
ing down at the limp form of the escaped 
killer. 

"Yeh, I had it all ready for you!" said Joe. 
"I thought that 'wrong number' thing was 
your idea of a gag! Wise me up." What's 

Harvey 'wised him up,' and also the readers 
of the Sentinel, who were treated to the most 
exciting scdop in the paper's history. 
THE END 
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GET YOUR CAPTAIN MARVEL 
SWEATER TODAY/ JUST 
SEND COUPON BELOW AND 
PAY POSTMAN ON ARRIVAL 



i Better Hvrryl The Supply Is Limited! 



THEY'RE 

BARGAINS! 



The sweaters shown above, just 
like the one tyily Bat son is wearing, 
were made especially for CAPTAIN 
MARVEL fans like yourself. They're 100% 
Pure Virgin Wool and come in thr«o colors— with a 
picture of CAPTAIN MARVEL woven on both the front 
and back. You'll love one— and so will your friends. But 
most important, your mom and dad will like them too, because 
each one is guaranteed! They cost $'3.95 each and, if you are not 
absolutely satisfied your money will be fully refunded. You just can't go 
wrong! Get together with mom or dad and mail this coupon today! 

Remember. . • 
THEY'RE GUARANTEED ! 



DON'T MISS THIS! 



ffight 1M» MWCETT FOB I >i A HONS. INC 



DARKMARK! 




